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DEVAGHAN
HPHE bells of Magdalen ringing, and the dusk
JL   Creeping in filmy veils about the trees, A winter sunset fading in the sky;
These things I shall remember when I die; Your hair, just stirring in the cool night breeze, By the'open window; the crackle of a husk
In the glowing fire, flaring yellow-white
For one brief instant; beech trees in November
That fringe some sloping ploughland, Elsfield way;
The white and crimson splendour of the May O'er shadowrd waters : these I shall remember And $11 the starry wonder of the night,